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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 
REV. GEORGE CHAPMAN. 
“Oh blest are they, who live and die 

like him, 
«“‘Loved with such love, and with such 
sorrow mourned.”’ 
Wordsworth. 


Though a bereaved congregation 
at a distance, to whom Mr. Chap- 
man was permitted to “break th 
bread of life” but a few weeks af- 
ter his ordination, may claim the 
privilege of deeper sorrow for his 
pre mature death; though a commu- 
nity, who have w atched the unfold- 
ing. of hic harmonious Cc haracter. 
may sound a louder eulogy; and 
though his relatives and triends, 
around whom a knowledge of his 
early virtues has fastened chords of 
deep and strong affection, may 
weep sadder tears, yet he must not 
be ri age n in these humble pages, 
which the last glow of his sinking 
mind Prndn rate .d. 

Those who saw this interesting 
stranger in Charleston, cannot easi- 
ly forget the graceful but emactia- 
ted form, which, supported by a 
brother’s arm. went forth to taste 
the breeze that animated, though it 
could not restore his failing system. 
Still less can those forget him, who 
viewed him nearer, lifting up his 
intellectual eyes with a smile of 
never-failing sweetness on all, «ho 
approached him in love or duty. 
And to many, who saw him not, 
but whose tender and benevolent 
attentions helped to smovth his way 
to “the valley of the 
death,” the tidings of his deceuse 
will convey a subdued and touch- 
ingamiterest. 

There was a spiritua! but melan- 
chely charm about him in life, that 


shadow of 





yet lingers around his) momory. 
Wik ‘hever hae cume @anuong us, or 
his slow footste| p was heard, a ten- 
der aad lofty emotion gathered 
over us, as if the immortal part 
were visibly receding. 

His sofiness won the young, and 
when his feeble voice ec ould no long- 

discourse with them, the chil- 
yi n of the household would sit in 


his quiet chamber, in silence, to | 


look upon him. 

For the last three months of his life, 
the only mental exertion of whieh he 
was capable, was for the Rose Bud; 


and it was singulariy affecting to | 


perecive his love of wefulness al- 


most struggling with death He 


could not w rite, but dictated to one ay 


whose devotedness would 


seem to contradict the assertion. 


that “there is a friend closer than a 


brother.” The 


carcless eves that 


almost 


wandered, in successive numbers | 


of the Rose Bud, over “The power 
of a word.” The “Sketch of the 
character of William Chapman,” 
and “Selfishness, A Tale.”’ little 
knew that they were the e 
tions of a dying man, aiming to 
throw into a useful cause the fast 
running sands of a closing exis- 
tence. 

To one, who was taking leave of 
him, as he was supported to the 
carriage that was to co: 


Mmposi- 


| 7 ' 
| the vessel for Bostoo, and who said 


ee ene 


to him, in allusion to bis interest in 


vey him to | 


its objects, “Do not forget the Rose | 
Bud,” he answered with a sweet 


%? 


smile, “It will bloom without me, 
aud these were among his last 
words on our Southern shore. 

He reached 
“among his kindred,” at the age of 
twenty-five. How applicable to 
him is his closing sentence on the 


| te r. Let thi 
home, and died 


— 


death of hus brother, that brother. 
whose pure spirit, we trust, has 
welcomed him to a happier home 
“He never could have died bet. 
ter prepared to meet his God, and 
if it may be said with humble con. 
fidence of any being, that he pass. 
ed from earth to heaven, it may be 
said of him. You, who read this 
narrative, mutate his conduct, make 
religion the guide of all vour 
thoughts and actions, as he did, and 
when vou die, your friends, like his, 
will sorrow for their loss, but not 
for your sakes "a=, KR. B. No. Si. 


SENGQOUM SARREBA TEE CLASSES, 
It is often a source of embarrass. 


ment, toknow precisely the mode, 
in Which to crrect the minds of 
young | cy d ventler i" . between 
the ages of thirtee and sixteen, 


who have | their clusses of Juve. 


nile Catechiem. Te burden them 
with ubieoet to inemorize, when 
their week 1 crowded with study, 
i Clearly i pucicpmous, We would 
therefore humbl suggest a mode, 
that me caleuletec to keep alive 
a gent md Pious action on the 
misod and affections, and promote 
that social feeling, which should 


bind together a religi.us commu. 
Let a teacher purchase for his 
books, with or 

without engravings, and call them 

Nacred Albums: the: 

pils, (now becom: 


class two ha Oscome 


request his pu. 
his companions, ) 
in regular retationgo bring each suc. 
Sabbath a selection in poe. 
try or prose, of a religious charac. 
books be exchanged 
from one sex to the other, to pro. 
mote variety. 

Por a time, the Teacher may read 


these selections himself aloud, but 


Ceasive 
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ti is advisable, that every writer 
should read their own. 


We have been gratified to observe | 


among pupils collected from the va- 
rious Day schools of Charleston, in 


a class thus constituted, the admira- | 
ble reading, which has been elicited | 


by this arrangement, and we cannot 
but render this tribute to correctness 
in pronunciation, and sensibility of 
thanner; a tribute which belongs as 
well to the Teacher, as the taught. 

The Sacred Albums should be 
taken home by the proposed writer 
on Sunday, and kept through the 
week. 

Any one can perceive, at a glance, 
the effect of thus circulating, in a 
family, the effusions of the purest 
and best authors, and of having them 
brought under their observa. 
tion in a form so well calculated to 
attract attention as this. 

It is not always necessary for a 
Teacher to comment on the Selec- 
tions; for, two good specimens of 
poetry or prose, read with feeling 
and judgment, sufficiently fill the 
mind; but circumstances wil often 
arise,when he will be glad to enlarge 
upon the thoughts aad views, to the 
intelligent beings, whose bright eyes 
are looking towards him, lit by the 
beauty and glow of immortal souls. 
The Sacred Album, when filled, 
should be transferred to the Church 
Library; and thus the young of the 
next generation will receive an in- 
teresting legacy, and the old occa- 
sionally review those effusions, given 
in the freshest and most ‘palmy state’ 
of their existence;—the first fruits 
of hearts now ripened and perfected, 
which were offered to their “Crea- 
tor in the days of their youth.” 





JOURNEY OF A LITTLE GIRL FROM 
THE NORTH TO THE SOUTH—IN 
A SERIES OF LETTERS. 


LETTER V. 
Mrs. Editor, 


How sweet are the attentions of 
friends, when you are at a distance 
from home! No sooner had we 
crossed the Delaware, and stepped 
on the wharf in Philadelphia, than 
an old acquaintance of my guar- 
dian’s discovered us, as by instinct, 
and carried us directly to his 
house. Here I became acquainted 
With his daughters as intimately as 
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if I had known them for years. I 
slept in their chamber, and we 
roused the whole house by 
break, on Monday morning, 
our frolics, 
phia seem to be very affable. 

We expected to leave this large and 


day- 


the week. But we heard that the 
upper part of Che sapeak Bay Was 
still so choked with », that the 
steamboats could not possibly carry 
us down to Baltimore. We were 
advised, therefore, to stay a day or 
two in Philadelphia, in complying 
with which, we only encountered 
further difficulty. For first, there 
came a hard rain, and then the 
cold was so severe, that it froze the 
whole world around us. We were 
thus detained two days after Sunday, 
but our time was fully occupied by 
receiving the attentious of friends, 
and visiting the curiosities of the 
place. 

My companion from Boston gave 
me some confectionaries she had 
purchased here, upon which I 
would wish to make a few important 
reflections. The confectionary of 
Philadelphia is probably superior to 
that of any other city in the Union. 
I have seen none equal to it in 
Boston, New York, Baltimore, 
Washington, or Charleston. Now 
in attracting attention to it, I do not 
wish to tempt your readers who 
may travel this summer, to spend 
much of their money im it, 


devour it in large quantities. 


ice 


This 


confectionary whatever. Still, a 
little of it makes an agreeable pre- 
sent among the children where one 
visits, and in travelling in stage- 
coaches or on long rail-roads, I have 
never met with a gentleman or la- 
dy, be they ever so old, or ever so 
grave, who would aot condescend 
to accept a few sugar-plums 
pepper-mints when I offered them. 
Indeed these trifling affairs furnish 
quite a nice comfort amidst the te- 
diousness of travelling. 

I met in Philadelphia, as had 
been so often my good fortune on 
the journey, an old Charleston ac- 
quaintance. We spent a long time 
together, thinking and talking of 
our dear Charleston, and agreeing 
that it was by far the best city in 





all these United States. 


beautiful city at the beginning of | 


I hope they will never do with any | 


or | 


Children in Philadel- | whole process was quite 





or to | 
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One morning Lvisited the Mint. 

| a large and elegant building, where 

gold and silver pieces are comed 

with | tor the use of Americans. The 
new to 


me, and made such an impression 
on my mind, that I suppose I shall 
never forget it. I some 
silver from 
came out to 
which 


followed 
first to last, until it 

bright half-dollars, 
one of my guardian gave 
me, to remember the scene. It 
is marked, of course with the 
1834, and I have itsullin my 
session. I have met with no others 
yet in Charleston, of the present 
year. 

At the Mint, they first put rough 
pieces of silver, some smaller and 
some larger, into crucibles, a kind 
of earthen pots, which they thrust 
into a large fiery furnace. Here 
in about a quarter of an hour, the 
silver becomes thoroughly melted. 
It is then taken out of the fire, and 
poured into long moulds, and as 
soon as it cools, appears in the 
shape of bars, about a foot in 
length. These bars are then beat- 
en down until they attain the thick- 
ness of the coin which is intended 


to be made. They are then, after 
being whitened and porsnea; ~ put 


into a powertul machine, which, af- 
ter the manner of a punch used in 
punching cuts out little 
smooth circular plates of the size 
of the coin, but without any figure 
or impression yet made upon them. 
At last, these circular plates are 
carried in boxes to another strong 
machine, and dropped one by one 
into a kind of hopper, down which 
they slide very fast,and as soon as 
they come toa particular spot within 
the machine, they receive the im- 


year 


pos- 


shoes, 


| pression on both sides from a die, 


and drop into a_ box below, 
completely ready for use. Before 
I visited the mint, I supposed that 
dollars, half-dollurs, &c. were 
made by pouring the melted silver 
into moulds resembling the coin. 
But I learned now that the round 
smooth pieces of silver, when quite 
cold, are stamped with a die, and 
this is the way my _ pocket-piec- 
es and Saturday spending-money 
come into being. 

I was one of a party, which fill- 





ed a carriage to visit the celebrated 
/ water-works, that supply the city 
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SOUTHERN 


The 


of Philadelphia with water. 


saht was quite wonderful to me, 
but I do not feel able to describ 
it. The water is brought up by 
means of steam from the river | 


Schuylkill, and it is then conducted 


tothe citv. Could not something 


ot the kind be done for the benefit of 


our own Charleston’ 

At length, when no prospect re- 
mained of reaching Baltimore by 
steamboats and the rail-road, and 
after our kind host had sitten up all 
night that we might enjoy the bene- 
fitof sleep, we tound ourselves at 3 
o’clock on Wednesday morning, in a 
closely crowded stage. The travel- 
ling Was worse than it was ever be- 
fore known. After the late rains, 
the roads, which were of clay, had 
been deeply cut up with wagons, 
and justin that coudition, were tro- 
zen as hard asa rock. The conse- 
quence was, our horses were obli- 
ged to walk nearly the whole 
way to Baltimore, and we were two 
days anda night in performing that 
which was generally accomplished 
ina single long day. For the first 
ten miles, we thought several times 
it would be impossible to go on, but 
the driver persevered. The pros- 
siag thirty ci howrr orm 
this manner, wasa_ good deal soft- 
ened by our finding that we had a 
pleasant company on board, who 
were all disposed to be gratified with 
each other. We had a respectable 
physician and kis lady from Rich- 
mond. We had two gentlemen 
who were recently from Russia, 


" ut oft 


a 


one of them being a son of one of 


the heads of department at Wash. 


ington, and the other a merchant of 


Salem, Mass. All kinds of good an- 
ecdotes were told; all kinds of good 
jokes were passed; there wasa great 
deal of instructive conversation; and 
only one political debate, which 
raged with much violence, but when 
it passed away, leftevery body in as 
good humour as ever. We break- 
fasted at ten in the morning, dined at 
sunset, and drank tea at one o'clock 
in the night. Atthe place where 
we drank tea, I found a Maryland 
almanac, from which I concluded 
that we had left Penusylvania, and I 
remembered many a lesson in my 
geography and map. We passed 
Port Deposit, a beautiful looking 
town on the Susquehannah, at a- 


| elegantly furiished 
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For the last t 
the 


smmoothe r., ai 


bout dav-breuk. 


miles to Baltum iT’, roads had 


} 


become mow a litth 
fresh horses carned us into that city 
by a geutle trot. 

It Wis nearly dusk. 


ip to Barnum’s hotel. 


when we 
That 
spleudid establishment seemed to me 
the the Arabian 


drove 


one ot scenes 


Nights’ Ent rlainments. All was 
like fairy enchantment. Servant 
every where at vour elbow—rooms, 


—tables, tull of 
luxuries—tfires, lighted mi a moment 


Im Vvour ¢ harabe r—t ds, su) sott and 


so warm—all 
after a long, 
ney, appeared like a dream, more 
than like reality. Here, my fair 
and kind triend from Boston, being 
desirous of terminating her journey 
as soon as possible, lett my guardian 


tthe st thi os, COMME 


cold, fatiguing your. 


and me at about nine in the evening 
for Washington, accepting the pro- 
tection of the other gentlemen of the 
party. I was obliged to remain, in 
the expectation of coming directly 
to Charleston, should any convey- 
ance offer onthe morrow. Wheth- 
er I returned home directly or not, 
and what really became of me, 
you shall learn in my next. 

4 Lerrun Girt. 


Colours of F lowers.—It is al* 
most a general rule, that those flow- 
ers which are of a blue colour, 
have no yellow about them, 
those which are yellow, present no 
shades of blue. Ejvther class, how- 
ever, may possess all the varicties 
of red or green. Still, there dre 
several decided exceptions to this 
rule; and it does not hold good im 
some parti-colore d flowers, as i 
the Conrolrulus Tricolor.which has 
a vellow zone im the throat, 
a blue band at the summit of th 


and 


and 


| corolla. 


| 


For my Youngest Readers. 











THE COUNTRY Visi. 
CHAP. V. 
The dead King- Fisher. 


A light shower fell in the night, 
and made tree, bush, and flower, 
look as bright as Clara’s smiles. 
After joining in prayers, and kissing 
her parents, she ran to the garden. 
Every thing there was as she could 
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wished. In her own flowes 
seods were springing up, aie 
There 


cedat 


have 
bench thas 
in bloom. 
the 
mocking 


Was singing 


the shrubs wer 
beneath 


ad the 


was her seat 


and she fancr very 
bird of the last season 
branches. 


James were busy 


Creoorg: and 


with pow de rand 


on its 


shot, and each, taking some becuit 
went out after breaktast, looking like 


Robinson Crusoe and his man Fr 
day. Clara stitched up two od 
looking things. which she called 


Hunt rs aps,to save their best hats, 
and James put on a jacket wrong 
side out. because the sleeve Was torn 
atthe elbow. 

The boys came home before noon 
with one King-fisher. Clara mourn. 
ed over its bight crest and glossy 
feathers a little while, but when 
her brothers asked her to go to the 
field with them, and cook ut, she for. 
got to be sorry. 

Ben carried 
something to 
with her 
one side,with Casar capering betore 
her, followed the boves. 

When they reached the field, they 
found a large oak tree quite hollow 
in the trunk, though u was green 
aud beautitul above. There were 
ashes about it, left by the field hands. 
Ben struck a fire, and gathered som: 
brush. George picked the bird, 
Clara picked the rice, and James 
arranged the cooking pot and sauce- 
pan. Great the labour for 
that meal! They forgot water, and 
had to run to the spring; they forgot 
a spoon, and had to whittle a stick 
to str with. A gust of wind blew 
the smoke in their eyes, and many 
other troubles had th v; but they 
turned them all into fua, and after a 
“ hile, the bird and rmce were cook. 
ed, and they all said it was remark. 
ably nice. It did not seem to tak: 
away their appetite, for when the 
dinver-born blew, they all raced 
home, and ate as much as if a 
Kingfisher had never been cooked. 


salt, and rice, and 
cook in, and Clara, 


sun-bounet mashed all on 


was 


AnsWers to ( eonundrums. 
73. A good one guides Miss, and « 
bad one mis guides. 
74 Renown. 


CONUNDRUMS. 
75. Why is opening a letter like a vy 
ry strange way of getting into a room’ 
76. Why isthe middle of prececity the 
an isthmus’ vs 
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The following, we believe unpublished lines, are from the pen 
of Edwin C. Holland, whose poetical talents were so popular 
during his short term of existence. His naval Odes are weil 
known abroad, and his amatory verses in this city ; indeed he was 
at that period of life, as an author, when Love and War are the 
chosen idols of the imagination. In the few etfusions-he threw 
out, his fancy was active and bight, and his versilication barmo- 
nious. He died in this city at the age of thirty, or we should 
probably have seen many more flowers, from so rich a mental 
held. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL HYDRANGIA, 


POSSESSION OF 





MISS E 


—_— p—— - 


IN THE 


Sweet flow’r! thou, whom the gay rob’d year, 
Boasts not a sheeny queen more dear, 

‘To thee, whose buds of odour fling 

Such perfum’d sweets on zephyr’s wing, 

To thee, resplenéent child, | sing! 


Oft by the silent winding stream, 
Thy modest leaf, of emerald beam, 

, Edg’d with a bright and silver dye, 
Hath caught the glances of my eye, 
And I have paused, thy charms to view, 
Dash’d with the spangles of the dew: 
And yet, sweet flow’r, they did not shine, 
With half that luxury divine, 

Nor did they to the ravish’d sight, 
Appear to bloom with half the light, 

As now they do, beneath the care 

And soft attention of thy mistress fair.— 


Sweet flow’r! altho’ thy blossoms dear, 
Indite no language to the ear, 

Yet thou hast to thyself alone, 

A sweet emotion of thine own, 

Whose silence whispers to the heart. 
More than expression could impart! 
Yes'—I have seen thee hang thy head, 

As if its glow of life had fled, 

And watch’d those drooping leaves of thine, 
In seeming cold dejection pine, 

Whene’er thy mistress’ want of care 
Bade thee a quick destruction fear: 

And thou hast shrunk all tremblingly, 
Whene’er her eye-beams turn’d on thee, 

\ hene’er her touch, so soft and light, 
Stray’d o’er thy blossom’d charms so bright, 
As if, sweet flow’r! thou felt the bliss 
(of that soft finger’s gentle kiss. 

Cherleston, Jan. 14th, 1813. 


ORLANDO. 


FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE 
MUSINGS. 
Father, most holy and Omnipotent! 
What soul may know thy presence uncreate, 
(nd lift the deep impenetrable veil, 
‘The atmosphere of life, that shrouds thy throne? 
How the mind sinks confounded and oppress’d, 
When, of the image, which thy pow r ailixed 
\'pon our nature, but one ray seems trac’d 
1 p to the spirit of t’ eternal One! 
i\nowledge hath might, but over earth alone; 
or if, in zeal to scan Omnipotence, 
‘ it tries to pass the most remote of bounds, 
Vi hich the Creator hath in wisdom set 
\« things most holy in the universe, 
it perishes; or, as a little child 
(‘outent and happy in its ignorance, 
is forced to worship with an humble hear. 
\round us, without seeking to unfold 
rhe mystic mantle of the God-head’s pow’r, 


BUD. 

















ROSE BUD. 


How much of beautiful invite’ our love; 

How wuch that tells us that a watchful friend 

And a fond parent guards the race he made! 

And though, rebelling, we forsake the path 

Appointed as our course, yet, ‘‘is his hand 

Mighty to save,’’ stretch’d forth in sure defence 

Oh who can look on Nature, breathe the air 

‘Teenung with unthought life, and yet demar 

‘To worship from the soul ‘‘the won’drous Good" 

Cap any spirit breath’d on by its God 

Atlirm that man is paramount  all?— 

Poor Idiot! seek the Flow’r, the Worm, the Grass, 

And, if thou canst, look on thyself and ask, 

W hence come those fair but finite gems? whence springs 

‘lhe feeling that can raise thy heart, to love, 7 

but for a moment of thy reckless life, 

The wonderful! inhabitants of earth?— 

Hast thou not learn’d, or art thou obstinate? 

If so, seek childhood; shew it this fair world 

With all its good—-the sky with its bright stars; 

Then ask it, who did make the gorgeous W hole, 

And it perchance will tell thee in return 

W hat thou in worldly schoo] mayst never learn. 
lugustu, Geo. ANGLICUS 


FOR THE SOUTHERN 
OBITUARY. 
Departed this life on the 18th inst. SARAH ANN VALK,only 
daughtc. of J.R. Vaux, Esq. aged 16. 





ROSE BUD 


Have you seen the blooming flower. 
Glittering fresh with early dew, 
Opening in the morning hour? 

Have you seen it wither too? 


So she bloomed in health and gladness, 

Fairer seemed than all beside; 

Soon her brow was clothed in sadness, 

Soon she faded, withered, died. 

Have you seen a wave OF Ocean, 

Mounting upward, proudly rise? 

Have you seen its last commotion, 

Sparkling brightest when it dies? 

So she rose—her soul the lightest, 

Purest thing of heavenly mould; 

And that hour to Aer was brightest. 

Though to us so dark and cold. 

Hiave you seen an eagle speeding 

Upwards to its native skies? 

Have you seen it fast receding, 

Till ’twas lost to gazing eyes? 

So her soul with joy unbounded 

Breaking from its earthly clod, 

When the loud death-trumpet sounded, 

Upward rose to dwell with God. MARY. 
EE 


Se 
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FIN F. RTS. 
The New York Commercial Advertiser says:—‘‘Co]. Jonn 3 
CoGperutr, of South-Carolina, a gentleman well known for his 
devotion.to,and taste in the Fine Arts,has just completed the mo- 
del of a bust of Sir Watrer Scorrt, aided chiefly by tracing 
from the portrait of the Bard by Lesiix. A gentleisan who 
has seen the work speaks of it in high terins, and says it surpass 
es all the other efforts of that gentleman in the same line.”’ 
THE LOCUSTS. 

The music of the locusts, (says the Baltimore Patriot of May 
22,) commenced this morning in all the groves in the Western 
precincts of our city, and it is really worth listening to; for my 
part, | was delighted; and so were allthe birds; for they 
hushed their notes, and appeared to listen to the eoncert o! 
the new comers with much admiration. Even the cat-bird cea 
ed its song, and the little wren its chirp, to give eut te the sep- 
temdecimal music of the Locusts. 


ar ~; 





un 
ter 
wl 
pa 
an 
mic 
lun 
pel 
Ty 
in 
we 
bre 
nel 
ma 
flat 
tine 
anc 
we 
eur 
idé 
sere 
the 
add 
chil 
mot 
mos 


P 


